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Cape Horn Calm

OFF Cape Horn there are but two kinds of weather,
neither one of them a pleasant kind. If you get
the fine kind it is dead calm, without enough wind
to lift the wind vane. The sea lies oily and
horrible, heaving in slow, solemn swells, the
colour of soup. The sky closes down upon the
sea all round you, the same colour as the water.
The sun never shines over those seas, though
sometimes there is a red flush, in the east or in
the west, to hint that somewhere, very far away,
there is daylight brightening the face of things.

If you are in a ship in the Cape Horn calm you
forge ahead, under all sail, a quarter of a mile an
hour. The swell heaves you up and drops you,
in long, slow, gradual movements, in a rhythm
beautiful to mark. You roll, too, in a sort of
horrible crescendo, half a dozen rolls and a lull.
You can never tell when she will begin to roll.
She will begin quite suddenly, for no apparent
reason. She will go over and over with a rattling
clatter of blocks and chains. Then she will swing
back, groaning along the length of her, to slat
the great sails and set the reef-points flogging,
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